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	1. Babysitting?

Hi, Guys! So welcome to the new fic! If you are wondering why I erased the other one, it is because it didn't really fit with the character of Sans, which a few of you told me. Reading back on it, I totally agree! So let's try again, with a new fic :)

[Note: I am going with Toriel's full name to be Toriel Dreemurr, because she was married to Asgore, but divorced. Toriel Dreemurr made the most sense to me.]

* * *

><p>You woke up with a red mark on your face and a fish in front of you.<p>

"WAKE UP!" Your roommate screamed, throwing a shirt and jeans at you.

"Since when have YOU ever wanted to wake up early, Undyne?" You ask her, laughing.

"ITS YOUR INTERVIEW, DUMBASS! YOUR GONNA BE LATE!" She screams pulling you out of bed.

"I've already had two this week, you think I'm supposed to remember?" You say playfully, running to the bathroom to change.

"That's why you don't the book published, _. You're late for everything." She says.

"That's why I have a phone Undyne." You yell from the bathroom. You have a feeling that she is rolling her eyes. You come out the bathroom, wearing the clothes Undyne gave you.

"Let's get in the car." She says, grabbing your hand, and running down the stairs.

"We don't have a car." You say.

"WE DO NOW!" Undyne says excitedly, and brings you into the garage of your house. You see a shiny blue car, with pictures of red fish on the side.

"Do you wanna call it… the Fishmobile?" You ask her, giggling.

"No. Just no. Are you drunk?" She says sarcastically.

"SHUT UP UNDYNE!" You yell at her while you get in the car, "I'm just weird, okay. Do you have a driver's license?"

"Who needs one?" She whispers before zooming down the street.

* * *

><p>"UNDYNE!" You say when you arrive, "YOU COULD'VE KILLED ME!"<p>

She ignores you , and pushes towards the entrance. You look up, and see how tall the skyscraper is. "Go, _!" She says, "I'm telling you, they are going to accept it. Your book is great."

"Then why hasn't it been accepted by the last two publishers, Undyne?"

"Shut up. I'm going to work. Bye!" She punches you on your arm before getting back in her car and going down the street. Luckily, SHE had her dream job. At an aquarium. Sure, it seems pretty stupid, but she is able to swim pretty fast, since she herself is a fish, and…

Stop getting distracted. You tell yourself.

You walk in, and you quickly check in with the front desk. "Room 704?" You think, "7th floor, Fourth room, right. Or, is it 4th floor, seventh room? Or 70th floor, 4th room?"

You click the elevator button, while thinking about how you should remember where rooms are located from high school. You didn't realize at the time that the elevator had already been open for a minute, waiting for you to enter.

"My child." You hear a soft voice whisper. You turned around startled. You see a goat with a purple dress on. "Are you going into the elevator?"

You stare at shock for a second. You hadn't quite gotten used to monsters yet, and this didn't even look like a monster. You nod your head and awkwardly run into the elevator.

The goat came into the elevator too. You tried to sneak a look at her, but you didn't want to be rude. She clicked the button to go to the 7th floor, and since that was one of the places you though Room 704 could be, you just went along with it.

You looked at your phone while you waited. Of course no notifications. No one EVER wanted to talk to you. Except Undyne. And maybe a text message about how you should be taking advantage of your unlimited talk and text plan.

You looked up from your phone to find that you had reached your location, luckily. You walked out, and followed the goat. Maybe she would be able to help you? You watched, though, as she walked into a room near the elevator.

"Shoot." You whispered. You looked at the room number. 704. So, the goat was the publisher?

You walked in slowly and saw the goat sitting at the desk, reading.

"Hi." You say quietly, "So, I think I'm supposed to be here. My name is _…"

She looks at a clipboard and nods. "Yes, my child, you may take a seat."

You look around the office and see pictures of the goat with a little girl next to her. They are smiling and playing around. You take a seat on the soft chair, and the goat looks at you.

"Hello, _, my name is Ms. Dreemurr, and I am the publisher here. You may call me Toriel. So, I have read your book, and I think it is absolutely wonderful. So, we would like to publish your book."

"Uhh…" This wasn't how the last two interviews went. Last time they asked you, "What is the message/moral of your book?" or "What inspired you to write this book?" This time, a goat read your book, and said they liked it, so it was going to be published. Pretty big deifferemce.

"My child, are you in shock?" She says, putting a hand on your shoulder.

You look at her, completely confused. "N-no, I'm just fine. This interview was a lot… easier than I expected it to be…"

"I try to make sure that people do not… stress over getting a their book published." Toriel said, smiling. "So, we do have another 20 minutes of this interview. I am unable to let you out early, but, may you tell me more about yourself?"

You nod your head and begin to tell her everything, "Well, as you know already, my name is _. I'm 22 and I recently finsished up college. Uh… I went to the community college and I got a degree in English literature. I've been trying to get this book published for a while now. I babysit once in a while to earn some money, but my main job…"

Toriel respectfully cuts you off, "You said you're a babysitter?"

You nod. Toriel continues, "Well, my child, Frisk, they are being taken care of by a few of my skeleton friends. They themselves are very wild, but I do think I need someone a bit more responsible to take care of Frisk. Are you able too?"

"Uh…" You are a bit worried. To be honest, when you had said once in a while, you meant when you were in high school. But, this goat lady… Toriel… had just published your book, something you'd been waiting for for a long time. "S-sure." You said nervously.

"Thank you, my child!" Toriel said, getting up and hugging you, "I have your number here, and I will text you the address of the skeleton brother's home. I was hoping you could go over there to pick Frisk up and take her to your home? I am very busy today. I will also text you what foods she likes, what her favorite color is, emergency phone numbers…"

While Toriel kept on saying things, you just nodded. After a few minutes, Toriel stopped rambling.

"Thank you, my child." She got up to shake your hand. You got up and shook her paw.

"Thank you, Ms. Dreemurr." You smiled at her, and you were SO glad you could finally get that stress off of your shoulders.

"No problem, my child, and remember to call me Toriel"

"Thank you Toriel!" You hugged her before waving goodbye. You danced in your head on your way out of the building. You found Undyne waiting for you outside.

"_!" She yelled from the car, "How'd it go?"

"Pretty good," You say while getting in the car, "How'd your day go?"

"Meh." She replied, "I went to the restaurant and some people tried to cook me. Like usual."

You laughed, "That must've been a turtle disaster."

"Shut up." She says, rolling her eyes, "Let's go home."

"Wait." You say, looking at your phone. You saw at least 20 notifications from Toriel. You showed the phone to Undyne, and pointed at the first text message, "Take me there."

"Why do you want to go to THAT house. Of all places." She said sighing, and she started up the car.

"Because Ms. Dreemurr, I mean, Toriel, told me I needed to babysit some kid named Frisk. She wanted me to pick her up from the house."

"Fine, but I'm not going in," Undyne said.

"Please, Undyne. Besides, Toriel told me they were skeletons. I don't think they would trust me. But if you came along"

"FINE!" She yelled.

While Undyne drove, you looked through the texts from Toriel.

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: The house is on the corner of East St. and West Ave._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Please refer to my child, Frisk, as they._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Frisk is not allergic to anything._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Please text me in an emergency. Do not text the skeleton brothers, as one of them will attempt to fix the problem by sending you multiple pictures of spaghetti. The other brother will make a pun about it._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: I do not want you to suffer through any of those._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Her favorite colors are blue and purple, but she, in general, likes all colors._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Her favorite food is spider donuts, but I doubt that you will find any, so you may give her anything, as long as it is not cake. She does not like cake_

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: You may stay at the skeleton brothers home and babysit there, or you can take her to your house, and then drop her off at my house at around 10 PM._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: My address is 8450 Heart Dr._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Thank you very much!_

__: No problem!_

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Also, please keep an eye on the brothers. Like I said, they can be quite…_

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: Wild._

_Ms. Dreemurr/Toriel: If you need help just text me!_

__: Okay…_

You were having second thoughts about this.

* * *

><p>Hope you enjoyed that! Please suggest names for the title in the reviews! I will update this story as often as I can!<p> 


	2. Spaghetti Mush

Hi! Just gonna say that Frisk is referred to as they and their, to be gender neutral. Sorry if I didn't do a good job with that. This chapter took a while to write, but I hope you enjoy. XD

* * *

><p>"Come on, _" You hear Undyne say while she walked towards the front door. You ran to catch up to her.<p>

"So, do you wanna take Frisk home, or do we just let Frisk stay here and we can watch her?"

Undyne shrugged. "Let's just stay here." You suggested. She nodded. It seemed like a good idea to you since you wouldn't have to drive all the way to Toriel's house. Though it wasn't that far from here, you still considered it a hassle.

You rung the doorbell. You heard it make a strange melody, and then the door opened a crack. The door opened fully, and you saw a little kid wearing a blue and purple sweater. You knelt down a bit.

"Hi! Is your name Frisk? My name is _." You waved nicely at them. They waved back nicely.

You watched Undyne walk into the house as if she owned the place. Frisk watched but didn't react much, as if this was normal. "Undyne!" You whispered, "This isn't OUR HOUSE!"

"PAPYRUS!" You heard Undyne yell out. A tall skeleton jumped from the kitchen, wearing an apron. He was holding an empty pot.

"WHY HELLO UNDYNE!" He yelled out, "AND YOU HAVE BROUGHT…WOWIE! A HUMAN!" He seemed surprised and happy. You waved from the doorway. You watched as Frisk ran over, and hugged the skeleton's legs. "MY NAME IS PAPYRUS!"

"Hi, Papyrus! So, Ms. Dreemurr… I mean, Toriel, told me to come here to babysit Frisk…"

"DELIGHTFUL!" He said. "PLEASE COME IN! WE SHALL HAVE FOUR FOR DINNER TONIGHT!"

You watched as Undyne left the house, "UNDYNE!" You yelled.

"I gotta go, _! See ya soon!"

You sighed and walked into the house. You looked around. There were steps leading to a second floor, and you could see the rooms, too. There was a couch and a TV. You looked around and found Frisk on the couch.

"Hi there, Frisk! How old are you?" You asked, sitting down.

They held up five fingers, "Five." they said.

"Five? Your old, Frisk!" Frisk started to laugh.

"What your name?" Frisk asked, tugging your sleeve.

"My name? _. I think your name is better."

Frisk giggled, and then said, "Dank you."

You laughed. "Your welcome, Frisk. What do you want to do?"

Frisk dragged you over to the TV and help up a DVD. It was a Backyardigans Season 1 collection. You honestly hated the show.

"You wanna watch it, Frisk?" You asked. Frisk nodded, and you let them sit on the ground while you put the DVD into the player.

You watched a bit of the show, before looking over your phone. Frisk was clearly enjoying the show, singing along with the theme song. You noticed that Toriel had texted you again.

/Toriel: Please make sure Frisk doesn't watch too much television, or else they will be glued to it.

You bolted up, and ejected the DVD from the player, and putting it out of reach from Frisk. Frisk stood up and looked as though they were about to cry.

"Come on, Frisk. We can play something else."

Frisk nodded sadly, and suddenly their face brightened. "Sans!" Frisk said excitedly. "Sans! Sans! Sans!" Frisk was jumping up and down.

You had no idea what the heck a 'Sans' was, but you decided to just let Frisk take you to it. You'd figure it out eventually. "Okay, Frisk. Where is 'Sans'?"

Frisk grabbed your hand and dragged you upstairs. You looked down and saw Papyrus still cooking spaghetti. "Does it really take THAT long to make spaghetti?" You thought.

Frisk let go of you and tried to open a door. All over the door were Do Not Enter signs. You were having second thoughts like you always do. You helped Frisk to open the door. Frisk ran in, but they seemed disappointed. The room had no one in it, except for you and Frisk. "Come on, Frisk." You told them, "We can find whatever 'Sans' is later, okay?" You grabbed Frisk's hand, and turned around, only to find a blue eye staring back at you.

You shrieked, and backed away. It was a skeleton, but clearly not Papyrus. This one was much shorter, but was still about your height, with a blue hoodie and black shorts. He definitely seemed like the lazy type. He was chuckling. He winked at Frisk, and they smiled.

"H-hi! Sorry for coming in here. You see Frisk pulled me in here looking for something and…"

He grinned, "No problem. You're the babysitter, right? I'm Sans"

You looked at Frisk, who had a wide smile on their face. They let go of your hand and went towards Sans. He rubbed Frisk's hair, making it messy.

"Was Frisk looking for me or something?" He asks, grinning. You nod awkwardly.

"Were you feeling BONE-ly?" He asks Frisk. Frisk giggles, and nods. You laugh a bit.

"SANNSS!" You hear Papyrus yell. You walk out of the room and lean over the balcony. You see Papyrus holding a bowl of cooked spaghetti. It looked weird, but it might be because you couldn't see it that well. "I HAVE A BONE TO PICK WITH YOU!" Papyrus immediately covered his mouth, as if he had said a curse. He sighed and put the bowl on the table.

You turned around and found that Sans and Frisk were laughing. Frisk's face was completely red from laughter. Frisk fell on the ground, still laughing. Sans saw you staring, confused, and stopped, or at least tried to, stop laughing.

"S-sorry, _." He said in between laughs, "Frisk and I just didn't expect Papyrus to say THAT."

"What?" You asked, still confused, "The pun?"

You watched as Sans' face turned blue as he tried to hold in the laughter, and then he burst out laughing.

You heard Papyrus groan, and then you grabbed Frisk's hand. "Come on Frisk, let's go and eat."

Frisk frantically shook their head, as if they were afraid. "No. NO NO NO!" Frisk screamed. Sans laughed, and you picked Frisk up.

"Frisk, we have to eat."

Frisk looked at you with puppy dog eyes. "Pweeezz." Frisk begged.

You brought Frisk down to the kitchen anyway and put them on the seat. Frisk stopped arguing once you threatened that you wouldn't come back to babysit. You really didn't like doing that, but Frisk seemed to listen.

You sat down and looked at the spaghetti. Suddenly it became clear why Frisk didn't want to eat. The spaghetti looked extremely overcooked, and it was a dark brown, with a blood colored tomato sauce. The tomato sauce was in the shape of a smiley face. Sans and Papyrus simply took their shares of the spaghetti, not thinking much of it. You hesitantly put the spaghetti on Frisk's plate and onto yours, praying that it wouldn't kill you.

Papyrus was happily eating the spaghetti like it was the best thing he'd tasted. Sans' face was emotionless as he ate it, and you weren't sure what his opinion was on the spaghetti. You took a bite and gagged. It tasted like vomit... with tomatoes. You looked over at Frisk, who hadn't even touched their spaghetti.

"FRISK!" You thought. You breathed in and stuffed all of the spaghetti in your mouth, trying to finish it as fast as you could, so you could tell Frisk to eat theirs. Papyrus looked at you and smiled happily.

"THE HUMAN ENJOYS MY SPAGHETTI! SEE SANS!" Papyrus said loudly. Sans nodded, with a sort of grin on his face.

You looked at your plate. "Finally," You thought, "I'm DONE."

You grabbed Frisk's spoon (since spaghetti this mushy was IMPOSSIBLE to eat with a fork) and tried to force feed them.

"Please, Frisk." You said, "Spaghetti is yummy. Did you see how fast I ate mine? It was delicious." You really didn't like to lie. In fact, the taste of the tomato vomit spaghetti was still in your mouth.

"Paps." You heard Sans say, "I thought we were gonna have spare ribs tonight."

You turned around and laughed. "SAANNNSSS!" Papyrus screamed.

Sans looked over at you and winked, and you blushed. You looked at Frisk and saw that the plate of spaghetti wasn't there. Frisk was smiling suspiciously.

"Frisk, where is your spaghetti?" You asked worriedly.

Frisk laughed and pointed above your head. You slowly looked up and saw the plate floating above your head. It was glowing blue. Suddenly in stopped glowing blue, and it dropped onto your head.

"EWWW!" You said, and saw both Frisk and Sans laughing, while Papyrus shook his head, feeling sorry for you.

"I AM SORRY, HUMAN! MY BROTHER JUST DOES THAT SOMETIMES." Papyrus said, looking at Sans. Sans looked at his brother and shrugged.

"It's okay. I'm fine." You said, grabbing a napkin to wipe the spaghetti that was on your face. Your hair would have to be washed at home. You groaned. You really didn't like the feeling of the slop in your hair. It felt like it was crawling all over your head, and you could only imagine how ridiculous you looked.

"SANS!" You heard Papyrus say, "APOLOGIZE TO THE HUMAN!"

You looked over at Sans, whose face was completely blue. "Sorry," He said.

"It's okay…" You said. You looked at your phone, which luckily hadn't gotten covered up by the mush, and looked at the time. It was 9:30 pm. "30 more minutes." You thought.

You remembered that Frisk hadn't eaten anything yet. You sighed and ran into the kitchen, which Papyrus and Sans didn't mind. You looked around and found a bunch of spaghetti, tomato sauce, cheese, bread, and ketchup. "What am I supposed to make with THIS?" You whispered.

An idea popped into your head, and you grabbed the bread, ketchup, and cheese. While you were making it, you thought about where you had first gotten the idea of this weird dish. It came to you. When you were 7 or 8, Dad would make you a funny tasting pizza. He would put the ketchup and cheese on the bread and just warm it up. It used to taste really good as a kid, but now that you thought about it, it wouldn't really taste that good. Maybe kids' taste buds are just weirder than adults.

* * *

><p>You pulled the 'pizza' from the microwave and ran it over to the dinner table. You saw Frisk sitting there quietly. You put the pizza in front of them and they looked at it. Frisk looked at you, then the pizza, then you, then the pizza.<p>

"I'm sorry.." Frisk said, looking down.

"Don't worry about it, Frisk." You said laughing, "I can always wash my hair. Now eat your… pizza."

Frisk looked up and smiled. They grabbed the pizza and took a small bite. Frisk laughed happily and ate the pizza quickly. You looked at the time. 9:59. Just a few more seconds and it would be..

DING DONG!

* * *

><p>Hope you enjoyed that chapter! Remember that I still need a title for this story, so, if you have nay ideas, PM me or write it in a review. Remember to leave feedback! :-)<p> 


End file.
